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electric lights, which threw their rays down upon him
and made Ms jewels flash and sparkle with each move-
ment of Ms princely head. As he rode slowly across
the illuminated square, amid the cheers of his people,
one seemed to be in fairyland. It was a scene of dazzling
Eastern splendour worthy of the Arabian Nights. We
were standing under the portico of the palace when the
huge elephant halted within a few paces of us ; and as
the Maharaja alighted, he seemed like a fairy prince
stepping out of the pages of a story book.